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that a change came over the scene. Luther no longer stood at their
bar ; they had suddenly to stand at Ms.
The Chancellor rose and with a fretted air said to Luther, ** You
have not yet answered the question put to you. We demand a direct
and precise answer. Will you or will you not retract ? "
Luther stood unmoved, and this is what he said :
I cannot submit my faith cither to the Pope or to the Councils,
because they have frequently erred and contradicted one another. Unless
I am convinced by scripture, or on plain and clear grounds of reason, I
cannot and will not retract, for it is neither safe nor wise to do anything
contrary to conscience. Here I stand, I can do no other. God help me,
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t was about the noon of a glorious day of June
That we saw their banners dance and their cuirasses shine.
And the man of blood was there, with his long essenced hair,
And Astley, and Sir Marmaduke, and Rupert of the Rhine.
Like a servant of the Lord, with his Bible'and his sword.
The General rode along us to form us for the fight;
When a murmuring sound broke out, and swelled into a shouts
Among the godless horsemen upon the tyrant's right.
And hark ! like the roar of the billows on the shores
The cry of battle rises along their charging line :
For God !    For the cause !    For the Church !    For the laws !
For Charles, King of England, and Rupert of the Rhine !
The furious German comes, with his clarions and his drums,
His bravoes of Alsatia and pages of Whitehall:
They are bursting on our flanks !    Grasp your pikes !    Close your
ranks !
For Rupert never comes but to conquer or to fall.
They are here ;  they rush on ;  we are broken ;  we are gone ;
Our left is borne before them like stubble on the blast.
O Lords put forth Thy might !    O Lord, defend the right!
Stand back to back in God's name, and fight it to the last!
Stout Skippen hath a wound, the centre hath given ground.
Hark !   Hark !    What means the trampling of horsemen on our
rear ?
Whose banner do I see, boys ?    Tis he !    Thank God ! tis he, boys
Bear up another minute !    Brave Oliver is here !
Their heads all stooping low, their points all in a row,
Like a whirlwind on the trees, like a deluge on the dikes,
Our cuirassiers have burst on the ranks of the accurst,
And at a shock have scattered the forest of Ms pikes.
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